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Prologue

 


Kensal Obsidian strode toward the
massive desk with the dark night peeping in through the open shade
behind it. The masculine lines of the heavy dark wood belied the
fact that the owner was a woman of slim build. She was pale with
tired green eyes and her shoulders slumped a little. Her blouse,
open at the throat, revealed the links of the gold chain she often
wore.

“I asked you to come up
because I needed to talk to you about the company,” Tara Mira
confessed in a calm tone. However, the turbulent look in her eyes
reflected the conflict inside of her that Kensal sensed. She pushed
the items splayed on her desk quickly into the manila folder before
Kensal had a chance to see them.

“Whatever I can do to
help,” Kensal said evenly. Red Silk, Tara’s lingerie company, was
on the verge of falling apart. Tara’s drinking and mismanagement
had created a climate rife for the well-known company’s
destruction. Now, Tara was facing bankruptcy if the spring line
didn’t produce as expected.

Of course that line was going to save
her if and only if Tara didn’t continue to stand in her own
way.

“I’m going to have to cut
some of the staff and consolidate some departments,” Tara told her.
“I hate to do so in this economic climate.”

Kensal nodded in understanding. Tara
was a shrewd woman when she was lucid and sober, which she wasn’t
often these days.

“You are very good at what
you do that’s why I made you VP and head of marketing,” Tara told
her. “I think you know the company even better than I do.” She gave
a derisive laugh. “Hell, you’ve practically run it at some points
over the last three years.”

“Tara, everything is going
to be fine,” Kensal said carefully. She was nearly two hundred
years old and had devoted the last two decades of her professional
life to this human and her company. She’d seen the potential right
away, but Tara had spent as much time sabotaging her own business
as she had growing it. She’d used her own contacts to help her
buffer her boss’s screw-ups, but it wasn’t enough with the
financial excesses Tara was given to.

Tara shook her head and a stray strand
of her dark brown hair swished around her beautifully made up face.
“I know what I’m saying is true and so do you,” she said matter of
fact. “Your advice has been invaluable, and I want it to continue
to serve this company.”

“As long as there is a job
for me, I won’t leave you, Tara,” she assured her
quietly.

“That is good to hear.”
Tara offered her a wan smile. “I’m going to have to step down for a
while as President and CEO,” she said. “I discussed it with Blake,
and he thinks I should take the company public. He’ll take over as
CEO.”

Blake had an MBA and was Tara’s
business manager and financial advisor. She’d been leery of him
since Tara hired him, so she’d advised her against his financial
ventures for the company. Kensal knew that advice hadn’t been
followed so, she’d recently hired a small company to do a thorough
audit of the company. The results wouldn’t be in for a few
days.

“What do you think?”
Kensal asked. She would deal with Blake once Tara was in
rehab.

She shrugged. “I was about to ask you
the same thing,” she said in a tone that was almost
detached.

“Keeping the company
private will be better for you right now,” Kensal said gently.
“You’ll just worry about what’s going on and that will only
compromise your recovery.”

“Blake disagrees. He said
if I kept it private and left Fallina in control, I’d only worry
more, and he’s right. She’s just not ready to handle this, Kensal.
I know it’s my own fault, but I’ll go out of my mind praying she’s
not making things worse.”

“She is your heir, Tara,
and she deserves a chance to prove herself.” Kensal insisted
quietly. Tara was right though. Her daughter wasn’t a leader, and
her strength in business lay elsewhere.

“You’ll have your work cut
out for you training her.” She frowned and pursed her lips tightly
as if to avoid saying what she really wanted to say.

Kensal’s lips pulled back in the
tiniest bit of a secret smile. Fallina was a natural submissive,
and she’d been training at a local club over the last three months.
She’d seen a few of her sessions and knew training her wouldn’t be
very difficult. Besides that, the two of them got along well and
she doubted the boss’s daughter would have any problems allowing
her to run the company. “I wouldn’t mind training her,” Kensal said
quietly, keeping her tone bland. She’d been eager to have the
boss’s pretty young daughter in her bed since the day she turned
twenty-one. She’d teach her how to be the woman behind the woman
that ran this company. “If you wanted me too.”

She shook her head slowly. “I’m not
sure yet what I’ll do. Even if I take Blake’s options I’ll still
want to streamline the company a little for now. It won’t survive
if I don’t.”

“True, but I hope you
don’t make any rash decisions.”

Tara cocked a brow at her but before
she could speak, a rap at the office door interrupted the quiet of
the two women locked in a cautious stare. Tara tore her gaze from
Kensal. “Come in.”

The door opened and the six-foot-three
inch tall Blake Zuckerman stepped into the spacious melon and cream
office. Kensal met his jet black eyes which matched his short hair.
He was an attractive and charismatic man which wasn’t unusual for a
brown bat shifter. They were all personable unless pushed to
violence.

Some of the breed could be predatory
in the territory they lived in and defended from encroachment.
However, most were strong betas, members of cabals held together by
business interests rather than true affection or loyalty. Cons
usually, and she was starting to think Tara was more of a mark and
less of a romantic interest.

She could make it clear that she was a
vampire bat and this company was part of her territory. Blake would
back down unless his cabal was predatory. In which case, a turf war
would ensue because no lesbian vampire bat shifter allowed anyone
to take anything she’d ever miss. However, it wasn’t her place to
interfere in Tara’s personal life, but this company was partially
Fallina’s. Fallina was hers, so she wouldn’t allow Blake and his
cabal to take this company from Tara.

His gaze held a flicker of distaste as
it met Kensal’s before he hid it behind a congenial smile that
revealed his slightly longer than human canines. He tipped up his
ordinary chin as if his bat sensed he needed to prove he was the
most dangerous person in the room.

He was a beta, but her bat watched him
carefully.

“Why don’t you leave us
alone?” Blake asked and Kensal lifted a cool, neatly arched brow at
him. “We don’t need her here do we, darling?”

“Actually, Kensal and I
are done,” Tara said. “Kensal, we’ll talk again
tomorrow.”

She nodded. “Of course, Ms. Mira.” She
got to her feet and headed to the door.

“Let’s go have drinks,”
Blake encouraged. “I want to spend as much time with you as I can
before you leave. Did you get the file I sent? Keep in mind the
investors don’t want to be connected with such filth.”

“Yes, and I appreciate
it.”

She heard an edge in Tara’s voice and
wondered what file he was talking about.


Chapter One

 


Two hours later, Kensal stepped into
the plush lounge with its horizontal glass that overlooked the
floor below where the crush of bodies swayed. Seated on one of the
richly colored sofas with a smartphone in hand was, the
golden-skinned Zhara Barkline, the owner of Mist, a lesbian sex
club. Her wavy sand-colored hair was twisted into a careless knot
at the back of her head, and she was clad in a purple and black
corset with a black leather mini skirt. Her thigh high black boots
finished off her look.

“Come on in,” Zhara urged,
barely looking up from her screen.

Kensal crossed the room, the flat heel
of her black boots making a dull sound on the hardwood floor. “I
was wondering if you were going to get back to me anytime soon.”
She dropped her firm bottom into a racy red chair and allowed her
legs to fall open slightly. The black leather pants molded to her
body, emphasizing her lean long legs.

“Jeri likes the lines the
company has put forth in the past and is more than interested in
showing the new stuff in her upcoming movie.”

Kensal hid her excitement under a
bland smile. This would be a gigantic boost for Red Silk,
especially since Jeraline Barkline was turning out to be a very
influential woman in Hollywood. She was an independent filmmaker
whose specialty was lesbian movies that showcased style as well as
slick and well-written plots. She was also openly lesbian and
active in the LGBT community.

“Jeri was very impressed
by you, and she wants to meet soon. I have to confess that she’s
one of us,” Zhara didn’t look up as she continued to
type.

“Is that so?”

“Her company is nothing
less than a cabal, although she does have mortals working for
her.”

Her lips tightened, and she took her
eyes from Zhara’s pretty face to stare at the wall above her head.
The gray paint was dark and soothing as it casually mingled with
the blood red of the furniture and the black-framed water colors on
the wall.

A vampire bat cabal was a business
organization formed by two or more dominants, but unlike brown bats
their unit was based on mutual respect and trust. The dominants
brought others in and became a tight-knit family. “Is this the
price?” she asked coolly. “Me joining her cabal?” This city
belonged to her, and Kensal didn’t imagine Jeri had the balls to
ask her to join her cabal. Such a request would be saying Kensal
was too weak to depose Jeri if she chose too.

“I don’t really know,
Kensal.” Zhara looked up then. “The cabal is very
insular.”

Most of the vampire bat cabals had to
be insular. As a breed, they were born creatures of shape-shifting
darkness, partakers of the blood essence of humans and animals, but
they weren’t serial killers. Some of them had special abilities,
but they were all endowed with a basic skill of mind manipulation.
Their venom was harmless except to their mates whom they turned
into hybrids. Most hybrids never developed a taste for
blood.

“I can set the meeting up
whenever you say, but the sooner you get this show on the road the
better,” Zhara told her.

“The extra cost would mean
enormous exposure for the company.”

“Secret?” Zhara asked in a
conniving tone.

“What?” Kensal leaned
toward her.

“Gifting of the T-shirts
and some of the panties is all she’d ask,” Zhara told her. “So,
your boss loses nothing really.”

“This would be damn good,”
Kensal murmured.

“Convince them to do the
show two weeks after the movie comes out,” Zhara urged. “Girls will
be going crazy for the lingerie then. The actress is going to be
doing a spread in Hot Now
Magazine.”

“I can do that as long as
she agrees to the terms you think she’s going to offer,” Kensal
said, ideas firing in her brain in case she had to go with a plan
B. She’d have to go with just the show and the spread her models
were doing in her favorite lesbian mag called Principle.

“There is only one way to
find out,” Zhara assured her with a shrug as Kensal got to her feet
and went to look down over the club.

“Set up the meeting then,”
Kensal said as she scanned the crowd. Her gaze doubled back at the
sight of a sexy golden-haired woman on the dance floor. The black
mini-scoop neck plunged dangerously low and when she turned, Kensal
got a good view of the plunging back with lace crisscross
detail.

“I’ll call with the
details,” Zhara told her.

Fallina was dancing seductively to the
upbeat tempo, and the bat inside Kensal hissed at the very thought
of another woman bedding her woman tonight. “Fine.” She threw Zhara
a look over her shoulder. “I’ll be waiting for your
call.”

“See something you like?”
Zhara got to her feet and joined Kensal at the window. “Which
one?”

“The hot little thing in
the black crisscross back,” Kensal confessed.

“She was trained three
months ago by Bali.”

Bali was part of Zhara’s security
team, but she was a domme who played here as well.

“I see.” Kensal looked
back out to the floor. Fallina was an ordinary looking human, but
she had sex appeal. Her beautiful green eyes were long lashed, and
her thick golden-brown hair hung half-way down her back. Fallina
had an intriguing smile and in the throes of release, she was
breathtaking.

Tara had made it clear she’d disown
and disinherit Fallina if she learned she was a lesbian. However,
Fallina’s coming here, taking the training, proved to Kensal,
Fallina was ready to move beyond her fear of her mother’s
reprisal.

“Do you want me to have
her taken to one of the Fog Rooms?”

“No.” She needed something
more than a private conversation room for what she had in mind. “Is
she looking for a domme?”

“Bali said she was,” Zhara
admitted and then smirked. “No doubt you’re going to go convince
her you’d be a good choice.”

“You know I am,” she
agreed with a shrug. She was the only choice. Fallina belonged to
her and she thought it was time to claim her mate.

Zhara grinned. “Don’t be too hard on
her the first time.”

She gave Zhara a wicked smile. “I’m
sure she’ll handle me fine.” She rubbed the bulge in her pants,
already getting hard.

The genetic anomaly had arisen in the
late seventeen hundreds and initially affected only a few girls.
Thirty-five years before that, a plague wiped out a great deal of
the vampire bat species. Those girls went on to aid in bringing the
species back from extinction. In the process, they produced
offspring that carried what was called the DG gene. The Double
gender gene further defined the vampire bat race as a species of
mystery.

However, the DG gene was only present
in dominant lesbian girls then and now.

“Have some condoms taken
up.” It wasn’t disease she had to worry about tonight. It was the
hormones leaking from her cock that would possibly result in
pregnancy. The hormones could also trigger the mating process in a
mate by changing the human’s normal chemistry. The change was
subtle in altering body temperature, and the senses of smell and
sight. It also changed the body on a more elemental level,
preparing the human to become immortal. “Will do, but don’t
endanger us in your quest for a good time,” Zhara warned
mildly.

She cocked her brows and her eyes
darkened, the bat staring back at the beta. “Don’t tell me how to
handle myself, little bitch,” she said softly in a frigid
tone.

Zhara held up a hand in surrender and
Kensal headed down to the floor with her mind in single focus mode.
Tonight she would begin the claiming dance with her
mate.

****

“Are you okay to hang out
here alone?” Patty asked. “I’m taking off with Joan.”

Fallina smiled at her friend and
secretary. Patty had been the one to coax her into stepping out
into the lesbian dating scene. She’d also brought her here and
introduced her to BDSM. She was still very much in the closet, but
she was cautiously enjoying her life.

“I’m good,” she answered.
“I’m going to take off in a few anyway.” She didn’t want to be out
too late. She thought someone had been following her these last few
days. She was afraid her mother had finally hired a private
detective since she couldn’t get any straight answers out of her
about where she was spending her time and with whom.

“Are you sure?” Patty
asked as her brows knit into a frown. “I’d hate to leave you alone
if you aren’t ready.”

Patty had always been by her side in
the five-and-a-half months since her secretary had convinced her to
go to the first gay bar. However, she was confident enough to spend
a few minutes without a babysitter.

“I’ll be fine, Patty,
really,” she said with a confident smile. “Go, have a good
time.”

Patty squeezed her arm. “Just
remember, don’t go upstairs with a domme you don’t want to have sex
with. No direct contact, and don’t leave with anyone you don’t feel
comfortable with.”

“Okay.”

“But if you need me,
call,” Patty said and kissed her cheek before slipping
away.

Fallina exhaled and climbed onto a
high stool at the café-style table. Her gaze swept around the room,
taking in the crush of bodies on the dance floor, the small groups
of subs enjoying their evening, and the couples. She was looking
for a domme, but there was only one woman she really wanted to
dominate her.

Kensal was all business with her
though. She was too focused on work and staying in her mother’s
good graces to see how much she loved her.

It was probably just as well, but she
could learn a lot from Kensal professionally. Not that she actually
wanted to run the company.

In fact, she didn’t. She had her own
specialty which she had been secretly working on. The project was
ready to be revealed, but she doubted her mother would go for it.
Fallina was certain she’d have to go out on her own or find someone
else to back her.

She snorted derisively. It wasn’t like
her mother would let that happen unless she caught her making out
with a woman.

“Can I buy you
drink?”

A shiver ran up Fallina’s spine as the
smooth, sexy throb of the feminine tone washed over her. Her
stomach tightened as fear assaulted her, but she turned her head to
meet the odd champagne eyes with the flecks of dark gold that
sometimes expanded to block out the pupils like a solar eclipse.
Kensal was easily the sexiest woman alive with her smooth
cocoa-with-cream skin. She had such flawless beauty, and her lush
lips could tilt into the most arousing smile. Her thick black hair
was cropped short in a sexy boy cut with the top just longer and
falling over her right brow.

She couldn’t help but look and savor
the lean form in black leather pants with a sheer black blouse
tucked into the waistband calling attention to the gold chain-link
belt encircling her slim waist. Confidence oozed from her like an
intoxicating perfume that made Fallina’s head swim and her pussy
moisten.

Damn, but she wanted her so bad, her
blood was heating in her veins and her palms dampened.

“Eyes on mine, girl,”
Kensal ordered in a soft but firm tone.

Fallina jerked her gaze to Kensal’s as
her sexy voice stroked over her, making her nipples hard. Fallina
swallowed tightly. “Kensal,” she greeted her in her calmest voice.
But she didn’t have nerves of steel.

“You didn’t answer me.”
Kensal’s tone was a command all its own and Fallina was ready,
willing and able to be her bitch. “Can I buy you a
drink?”

“What are you doing here?”
she asked, casually resisting the urge to obey. Kensal didn’t have
anything to lose by being caught here. She was so good at her job
Tara would never fire her. She on the other hand could get
disinherited. So, she had to play it as cool as
possible.

“I’m surprised to see you
here, Fallina,” Kensal answered in a tone of infinite
patience.

“I’m here with a friend
who wanted a designated driver.”

“The girl you were dancing
with?” Kensal asked as she rested her hand on the table
top.

That sexy woman had propositioned her,
and she’d almost accepted.

“Yes.” She nodded. She
didn’t want to rat out Patty. Her mother would fire her.

“Well, you look sexy
tonight,” Kensal murmured, her voice becoming all sex and heat.
“Are you looking for a good time or a good
time?”

Fallina shivered at the implication of
the words. Was Kensal propositioning her or trying to get dirt on
her for her mother? It was so damn hard to tell, and her skin was
starting to heat beneath her dress while her pussy was gushing and
her clit throbbed like a shameless hussy.

“Answer my question,”
Kensal commanded roughly as she stepped closer.

“I—I am just here with my
friend,” she stammered.

Kensal stroked her arm and Fallina’s
pussy creamed furiously. Kensal’s lips pulled into a knowing smile.
“She appears to be nowhere in sight, so you know what I think?” she
asked in a low murmur.

Fallina shook her head. She was a deer
in the headlights. She couldn’t think. She could barely hear for
the excited roar in her ears. She was never this close to Kensal
and everything in her wanted to touch, to taste, and be
touched.

“What?” Fallina asked
almost timidly as she noticed Kensal tip her head up
slightly.

Kensal turned the stool so Fallina
faced her and pulled Fallina’s legs apart making her heartbeat
quicken. “Feet on the bar on either side of the stool,” she
ordered.

“Kensal—”

“Now!” she snapped.
Fallina obeyed. “Keep disobeying me, and you’ll get your ass
punished little girl.”

“Yes, Domme
Kensal.”

“Good girl,” Kensal
murmured and stroked her hand over Fallina’s ankle and up to her
knee. “You’re not here to play?” She pushed her hand beneath the
hem of Fallina’s dress and caressed her thigh.

Her stomach tightened and butterflies
fluttered there. “No,” she insisted. She had to get away from her
before she did something stupid like beg Kensal to spank her and
fuck her.

Kensal withdrew her hand
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